CHAPTER IX

DISGEACED

Ethe month of June 1768, my early favorite, Nanny
_3arris, whom I have already so often mentioned, died,
a martyr to a life of excess.   The death of this young
creature caused me real and unfeigned sorrow.

A great part of the day I generally passed at tennis,
billiards, the Bed House with Silver Tail, and in every
sort of dissipation. Sometimes I went with parties
upon the water, and I still continued an uncommonly
expert and skilful rower. I was one of the eight pro-
prietors of a rowing cutter, in which we made excursions
upon the Thames ; wore very smart uniforms, having a
waterman in a rich livery to steer us. In the end of June
1768, we performed what was by all the Thames people,
and those conversant in such matters, deemed a very
extraordinary feat, nothing equal to which had ever been
done before. We started from Roberta's, at Lambeth,
at high water, being then four o'clock in the morning;
reached Gravesend, a distance of forty miles, by half
past seven; at nine left it on our return, passed Lambeth
a little after twelve, and got to the Castle at Richmond
by three, where we dined and remained near four hours^
at seven got again on board our cutter, and by half past
ten at night landed at Lambeth, having thus rowed our-
selves full one hundred and thirty miles in thirteen hours.

In July of the same year, we exhibited ourselves in a very
superior style. The Earl of Lincoln, who had a beautiful
house at Weybridge, near Walton Bridge, having with him a
large party of the nobility, male and female, upon a visit,
adopted various modes of amusing them, amongst others
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